
The Tifagedy 

Haft. So profper ï,as I fweare perfeS Icue- 
Ri. And I as 1 loue Haftings with my heart. 

King , Maddarrgyour fclfe is not exempt in this, 
Nonyour lonne Dorfet^Buckinghamj nor you, 

Youhaüe bccne factiousone-agaioftthe other •* 

Wife, loue Lord Hafti»gs,\u him kilfe your hand, 

And what you doe, doei: vnfainedly. 

jTu. Here Haftingfl wilincucr more remember 
■Our formerhatred, lb thriuc I and mine* 

TW/.Thus enterchange ofJoue, I here pro te ft, 

Vpon mypart fhall bevnuiolable. 
llafl -And fo I fvvere my Lord. 

Kring. Now princely ‘Buckrngham. feaie vp this league, 
With thy cmbracement ro my vviues allies. 

And makemc happy in this vnity. 

BuekTSK hen euer Buckingb.am doth turne his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherilh you and yours, God punifh me 
With hate,in thofe-where I expeff molt loue, 

W hen I haue molt neede to imploy a friend, 

And molt alfured that heis a trieind, 

Deepe,hollow trecherous,and full ofguile 
ik he vnto me: This doe I begge of God 
Whcn I amcold in zeale to you or yours. 

King. A plealing cordiall Princely Bnckinglar,^ 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart: 

There wanteth now our brother Glocefter here, 
Tomakethepcrfcêtperiodof thispeace. 

Enter Gloceftcr. 

Buck. And in good time here comes the noble Duke, 
CVo.Good morrowto my foueraigne King and Queene, 
. And princely Peares, a happy time of day. 1 

~Kwg. Happy indeed as we hauefpent the day, 

Brother we haue done deeds of charity: 

Made peaee of emnity,faire loue ofhate, 

Betweenc thefefvvelling wrong infeenfed Peares. 

Glo. A blcüed labour molt foueraigne Liege, 

Amonglt this Princely heape, ifany here 
By falfc intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
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of Richard the Tbird. 

Hold mea foe, if I vnwktingly or in my rage, 
Hauethought committed that is hardty bome 
By any in this prelênce , Idefire 
1 o reccncile me to his fi eindly peace, 

Tis deaxh to me to be at emnity, 

I hate it and defire all good mens loue. 
FirftMaddamlintreat peace of you, 

Which I purchace with my dutious feruice. 

Oi you my noble coufen Buck*t>ghanr, r 
Ifeuer any grudge wcre lod’gd betweene vs. 

Of you my Lord Riuers , and Loid Graj of you, 

That all without defart haue fround on me. 

LHikeSjEarles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all • 

J do not know that Englilhman aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iotteat oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night 
I thanke my God for my humility, 

Gu. A holy day Ihall this be kept hereafter, 

I would toGod all ftrife were well compounded,. 

My foueraigne leigel dobefeechyourMaiefty 
To take our bïOibcvCUrence, toyour grace. 

C/*.Why MSddam, haufe 1‘offered loue for this, 

To be thus Icornd in this royalfprefence ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniury to fcorne his coarfe* ( he is ? 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
<£*,. AU feeing heauen , what aworld is this ? 

Rhc. Looke I lb pale Lord Dorfev as the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord and honfcin this preience 
But his red colour- hath forlboke his cheekes* 

Kin. Is CUrcncc dead ? the order was reuerft. 

Glo. But He poore foule by ©ur firft order dide; 

And that a winged Mcrcury did beare, 

Some tardycriple borethecountermaund, 

T hat came too lagge to fee him buried : 

• God graunt that Tomé lelfe nobleand lelfe loyall, 
Neererinbloody. thoughts,butnot in blood : 

Dtferue not worfe then wretfched Glarence did, 

. And yet goe curranc from fuipition. Ener Darby . 














